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HOW THE TABLET BEGAN. 
BY A GRADUATE 1 70. 
It was the fortune of the present writer to become an under~ 
graduate of Trinity College just as many of the modern activities 
of college life came into being. Intercollegiate athletics took 
their start in the years immediately following the Civil War. 
At about the same time also a rudimentary but ear-splitting 
college yell was first devised. This yell lacked the rhythmical 
perfection of the modern article and was given to the breezes -~ 
without the aid of a cheer leader. For us at Trinity it was 
a single three-syllabled word "Wah-hoo-ah." It would be 
an interesting thing to trace the development of college cheering 
from some such shout as this to the elaborate unintelligibilities 
which now stimulate the college man to lofty deeds and self-
sacrificing patriotism. 
College periodicals al'so came to be regarded as necessary 
parts of college organization at about the same time. In otie 
sense they were nothing new, for many colleges in this country 
had, at various times, published literary journals of many 
degrees of excellence and longevity. More than one such 
enterprise had been undertaken in the early days of Washington 
College (now Trinity) and had lived their brief lives until 
the graduation of some leading spirit brought them to an end. 
THE TABLET, however, the first Trinity College periodical 
devoted to college interests other than those purely literary, 
came into being in 1868. It was on a spring day in the latter 
part of March, probably, that as we came out from evening 
chapel, the cry, "College Meeting! College Meeting!" greeted 
us. This was the usual method of calling the college body 
together in those days. The meetings were regularly held 
on the stone-floored porch of Seabury Hall, the floor upon 
which we stepped as we came from the chapel doorway. It 
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was an area sufficiently large to accommodate all the students 
of that time. In front were four stucco covered pillars, each 
sacred to one of the college classes. When there was to be 
a college meeting, the President of the Senior Class stood on 
the projecting basement of the Senior pillar and yelled, "College 
Meeting!" 
On this occasion the meeting was called to order and a com-
mittee, which apparently had been appointed a long time 
previously, made a report, followed by resolutions something 
like the following: 
"Resolved, That it is the sentiment of the college body that 
Trinity should have a college paper. 
"Resolved, That this paper be called THE TRINITY TAB LET. 
"Voted:-That Messrs. W. C. Brocklesby and J. B. Cheshire 
be appointed editors." 
Both these gentlemen were members of the class of '69. 
Mr. Brocklesby is at present a well-known architect in this 
city, and Cheshire is Bishop of ·North Carolina. I doubt if 
either of them has been more pleased at any later success than 
he was when elected editor of the new publication. 
It is interesting to look over the old numbers and see how 
very little after all college life today differs from that of forty 
years ago. The first number contains a little sketch of Dr. 
Jackson, then the newly elected President. There is a para-
graph disclaiming any intention to attempt the influencing of 
politics. There is a loud call for a book of college songs. The 
Junior standing is published, showing, incidentally, that the 
head of the class had an average mark of 9.97, and the lowest 
man in the class attained 7. 71. This record, granting that 
the marking was as severe as it is now, is certainly · highly 
creditable. THE TAB LET also contains about half a column 
describing the new electrical machine which had just been 
obtained. At the time of its purchase it was the largest machine 
of the sort in the country and attracted great attention from 
scientific professors in other colleges. 
Here is a paragraph showing how things used to go at Hamil-
ton. It is among the items from other institutions: 
"At Hamilton students are rusticated for 70 marks. Marks 
are recorded for such offenses as the following: whispering, 1 
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mark; feet on the seats, 2 marks; reading in chapel, 5 marks, 
etc. Inquiry is in order whether the system could not be 
further amended so as to embrace the birch." 
In another place we find a list of the college colors as they 
existed at that time. Of interest is the fact that the Trinity 
colors were then green and white, while our dearest foe, Wesleyan, 
fought and bled and died decorated with lavender ribbons. 
Nearly a page of THE TAB LET is devoted to reports of meet-
ings of the two rival literary societies, the Athenreum and 
the Parthenon. These associations were perhaps dying at 
the time of which we write, but they did not know it, and the 
meetings were more or less largely attended and were held 
each week for debate, declamation, reading of essays, and other 
literary exercises. 
Among the advertisements we note many names familiar 
to the older citizens of Hartford, but only one firm represented 
in this number of THE TAB LET is now doing business. This 
is Saunders & Co., Merchant Tailors. Brown & Gross, the 
predecessors of Belknap & Warfield, have a column advertise-
ment of what they designate as the college bookstore. The 
popular caterer in those days was F. A. Sykes of the Allyn 
House Block. But on the whole the advertisements did not 
fill as large a place in the paper as they came to do in later 
years. 
It is interesting to note that, in this first number of THE 
TAB LET, from beginning to end there is not a solitary allusion 
to any form of out-of-door game or sport. The reason seems 
to have been that this subject did not occupy the students' 
minds nearly as much as it came to do later. It did occupy 
their bodies, however, for we were playing baseball vigorously 
at every opportunity, a movement was on foot for organizing 
a boat club, and we were habitually denouncing the Faculty, 
Alumni, and Trustees for not building a gymnasium suitable 
for the training and improvement of our growing muscles. 
Just why no word of this crept into the early issues of THE 
TABLET it is difficult to see, unless, as suggested above, we 
really thought less about such matters. Only a few years 
later scores of baseball games began to find their way into 
THE TABLET with certain comments on the plays and players 
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which sound very odd today. For example, I remember that 
in the issue foliowing a game which our team played with Yale, 
in which we were beaten, THE TABLET explained our defeat by 
saying that the extreme swiftness of the balls sent in by the 
Yale pitcher made it very difficult £or' the Trinity men to bat 
them with any success. It is the recollection of this scribe 
that the comment was amply justified. The pitcher was a 
man properly named Strong. We protested his delivery as 
unfair, but the umpire could not see it, arguing that as this 
man had been allowed to pitch in several other games he saw 
no reason why he should not pitch in Hartford; and, although 
we saw manifold reasons, we were obliged to submit. 
As we tum the leaves of the first volume to numbers later 
than the first, we find early that the subject of co-education 
in the colleges considerably excited our student body. In 
fact, the leading article in number two is devoted to this sub-
ject. Probably this article was written by Cheshire, who is 
remembered as a vociferous opponent of co-education, for 
reasons which possibly it might puzzle him at this late date 
to explain. The wisdom of reproducing the last sentence in 
this ·editorial may perhaps be questioned by its Right Reverend 
author. N_evertheless, here it is: "Better the age of chivalry 
with its tinsel and tomfoolery than the age of woman's rights 
with its brass and its nonsense.'' 
There is a good deal of poetry scattered through the early 
issues, some of it of very high class. George Holbroke of '69, 
later the gifted professor of La tin in the College, wrote some 
admirable verses, and a little later Arthur Dyer of '70 contributed 
many stanzas distinctly above the usual grade of college verse. 
In general the literary standard of THE TAB LET was exceedingly 
creditable. The proof-reading was evidently done with care 
and there is much evidence of painstaking in the form and 
literary-structure of the various articles. 
In the issue of September 26th, 1868, is chronicled the first 
meeting of the students who were interested in college music. 
A club was formed called the Euterpean Society. In the list 
of officers we find the names of three of those who later put 
together the music and words constituting the operetta entitled 
"The Sweets of Matrimony," reproduced last spring by the 
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Glee Club. These names are Backus, Morgan, and Prentice. 
THE TABLET establishes a high musical standard in the following 
words: "Peach Blow, Peanuts, and that thrilling tale of the 
Last Cigar have been warbled to death and we trust that the 
Euterpean Society will not throw away their valuable time 
in attempting to revive them. It is better to sing occasionally 
and sing well than to sing very frequently and spoil the pieces 
by not bestowing upon them the proper amount of care and 
attention." This is probably true so far as the work of a 
musical society is concerned, but it is to be regretted that the 
careless and joyful singing of simple college songs is so rare a 
thing among our undergraduates. Probably this is because 
the best voices are those of men who are under training and 
who sing all that they need to in the formal work of the Glee 
Club. 
Yet one cannot look over these old numbers of the periodical 
which with this issue begins a new career under a different 
form without perceiving the essential oneness of American 
college life in all the generations. Life was harder in those 
days. The rooms were heated with stoves, and were but 
poorly furnished. There was only one water faucet in each 
of the two dormitory buildings. Attendance rules were, if 
judged by present standards, exceedingly severe. Yet the 
human nature of the American youth of college age is essentially 
the same. He had about the same amusements, the same 
sins, and the same good qualities of head and heart. He 
began his work on THE TRINITY TAB LET forty years ago with 
the same high enthusiasm and the same resolve that the paper 
should do credit to its board of editors and to the College 
which the board of editors represented. And the enterprise 
was a very distinct success. THE TAB LET has never failed 
during the long period since that college meeting in the spring 
of 1868. It begins today what we confidently hope will be 
a further career of prosperity. With the changes in the con-
ditions of college life which have come about, the field to be 
covered by THE TABLET has been considerably changed and 
perhaps narrowed, but there is evidently room for a quarterly 
undergraduate publication, and it is a great satisfaction to 
the Alumni, who, as students, were instrumental in the up-
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building of THE TABLET, to feel that it is still to bear a part 
in picturing college life. There are writers of prose and verse 
today, as there were then, who have a right to express them-
selves through an organ particularly their own, and there is 
a strong feeling among the Alumni that the old and dignified 
parent of all the Trinity publications has a very useful function 
to perform in developing literary ability and in training its 
editors and contributors in the making of a dignified and 
interesting college journal. 
THE WORLD'S DESIRE. 
BY RICHARD BURTON, '83. 
BEAUTY is like a star Shamed in the bold day light, 
But coming out of the far 
At the call of the mystic night. 
Beauty is like a dream: 
We wake, and, lo! it is flown; 
If we sleep again, 't would seem, 
We may make it our very own. 
Beauty is like a flower 
In a dusk garden set, 
That, reaved away, for an hour 
Gives of her odor yet. 
Pub. by courtesy of Century Co. 
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MRS. REMSEN'S JEWELS. 
BY EDWARDS. VAN ZII,E, '84. 
"On the whole," remarked the detective, · whose clean-cut 
rather high-bred face, quiet bearing and correct evening dress 
made him pass muster among the city's social elect, "on the 
whole, I should call this function a howling success. Our 
hostess, having won her skirmishes at Newport, is now tri-
umphant in a pitched battle." 
He glanced furtively at the pretty girl beside him, against 
whom his suspicions had been aroused. For two seasons 
·he had been in close touch with the inner circle in his profes-
sional capacity and hers was a new face to him. The fact that 
none of the guests seemed to know her had attracted his atten-
tion at the outset, and he had managed a~roitly, when she had 
dropped her fan, to make conversation with her a matter of 
good form. Several robberies of late at swell social gather-
ings had piqued the amour propre of his bureau, and he had 
been sent to Mrs. Rutger Remsen's reception and dance for 
the purpose of running a very clever thief to earth. For many 
reasons not essential to the story, Rodgers had reached the 
conclusion that the recent thefts had been committed by a 
woman-probably by some quick-witted, light-fingered crea-
ture who had begun her evil career as a shoplifter, and had 
risen upon the stepping stones of her past crimes to higher 
things. Two months had passed since the purloining of a 
diamond necklace at Mrs. Vanderheyden's cotillion had startled 
society, and not a clue of any value had yet been obtained by 
the police that threw the slightest gleam of light upon the 
great mystery. Rodgers had come to Mrs. Remsen's recep-
tion that evening not merely to defend the hostess from thievery, 
but to seek the solution of a problem that, unsolved, cast a 
reflection upon both his bureau and his profession. 
"You know Mrs. Remsen well?'' queried the pretty girl, 
with a smile that in no way tended to disarm the detective's 
suspicion. 
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"I have admired her greatly for a long time," answered 
Rodgers, dodging her question. "She is a great friend of 
yours, of course?" 
"No one knows her better than I do," answered the girl, 
a defiant gleam in her eyes, as they met the man's gaze, that 
sorely puzzled him: 
"And her son, Jack Remsen-there he is talking to la Com-
tesse de Froissart-you also know him well?" 
"No," answered the girl in a low tone, glancing across the 
crowded room at a tall, handsome youth, who was flirting 
desperately with a dark haired, petite, vivacious little woman. 
"No, I don't understand him at all." 
Rodgers, noting every change in her face without seeming 
to stare at her, was surprised at the evidence of suppressed 
emotion that his quick ear detected in her' voice. For a mo-
ment the suspicion that had led him to speak to her appeared 
to him to be wildly absurd. Was it not more than probable 
that she was really a friend of the hostess, in love with Jack 
Remsen and proudly jealous of his attentions to the French 
Countess? 
"La Comtesse de Froissart, I have been told, is a very fas-
cinating and brilliant woman," Rodgers remarked, imitating 
to the life the voice and manner of a man devoted to a career 
of leisure and gossip. 
"She has the reputation of being irresistible. I do not 
know her," remarked the girl steadily. Then she faced him 
squarely, smiled into his keen, searching eyes, and said, "Thank 
you so much for rescuing my fan. It was very kind of you." 
With that she turned aside and made her way gracefully, 
and with some haste, toward the main hall. 
Noting at a glance that Jack Remsen was still devoting 
himself assiduously to the French coquette, Rodgers, who had 
become an expert in passing rapidly through crowded rooms, 
followed the white shoulders and golden hair of the girl who had 
so sharply piqued his curiosity and was not wholly surprised 
to see her presently ascending the main stairway to the second . 
floor of the great mansion. She had made her way among 
Mrs. Remsen's guests without receiving the homage of those 
bows and smiles that serve as public proof of one's recognized 
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position in the inner circle. Tribute to her beauty had been 
paid by a questioning, admiring glance here and there, but 
none of the noted men and women present acknowledged her 
existence by even the most distant nod. Rodgers, detective 
though he was, regretted the renewed conviction that had 
come to him that the girl would bear watching. She was 
beautiful, young, charming, clever-too clever, he feared. 
For the first time in several years he felt the hot blood come 
into his cheeks as he realized what he was up to. This track-
ing an innocent-looking young girl to what might prove to be 
her ruin was not an agreeable task, and for a weak but fleeting 
moment Rodgers felt ashamed of his profession. But the 
scent was growing hot and ambition presently drove senti-
mentality from his mind. He had followed the girl to the 
second story and had seen her enter a room that, he felt sure, 
must belong to Mrs. Remsen's private suite. 
At the head of the stairway Rodgers had come upon a flunkey 
in livery. Pulling back the lapel of his evening coat, the 
detective had displayed a small gleaming badge to the eyes of 
the phlegmatic servant. 
"I am an officer," he said curtly. "Pay no attention to 
my movements. And the less you talk to anybody, the better 
it'll be for you. , Do you understand me?" 
"Hi'm not in the 'abit of talking to them has I don't 'ave 
to talk to hin the way o' my duty, sir," the flunkey had re-
marked haughtily, and Rodgers had hurried down the hallway 
at once. 
The door of the room in front of him was closed tight, but 
a detective knows how to turn a knob noiselessly, and in another 
moment Rodgers found himself inside Mrs. Remsen's boudoir, 
a gorgeous apartment indicating a somewhat florid taste upon the 
part of its designer. Outstretched upon a divan near the 
centre of the room lay a golden-haired girl, her face buried in 
her arms, her lithe, slender, symmetrical body shaken by sobs. 
Shutting the door carefully behind him, Rodgers stood 
motionless and silent for a time, watching the distraught 
maiden with suspicious, puzzled, sympathetic eyes. The 
cause of her wild grief he thought he knew, but how could 
he reconcile the suspicion that she was a daring sneak-thief 
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with the conviction that she was sentimentally interested 
in Jack Remsen? No theory that he could formulate to ac-
count for her eccentric conduct was devoid of most glaring 
absurdities. His first impulse was to question her at once, 
confessing his profession and giving her a chance to explain 
her presence in a room not open to the use of guests. Then 
the awkwardness of his position, should she prove to be wholly 
innocent of evil intent, flashed upon him, and impulsively he 
turned to find some method of concealment. A moment 
later he stood behind the portieres that hung between Mrs. 
Remsen's boudoir and her sleeping apartment. A glance at 
the latter room, within which an electric jet had been left 
burning, showed him that Mrs. Remsen had left upon her 
dressing table several rings and trinkets, which gleamed and 
glittered where they lay, as if they gloried in their power to 
tempt men and women to destructiqn. But the room behind 
him held the detective's attention only for a moment. Be-
tween the portieres he could see the girl sitting erect upon 
the divan, listening intently, her tear-stained beautiful face 
white and drawn, and a gleam of apprehension in her startled 
eyes. Had he been so careless as to affright her by a sound? 
No, the noise that had aroused her from grief to fear had come 
from the hallway. Slipping quickly from the divan, the girl 
glided across the room, and, not at all to the man's surprise , 
hid herself within the shadowy recesses of a bow window. 
To his trained observation there was guilt in her every movement ; 
every glance that she cast over her shoulder in her hurried , 
noiseless flight. 
But astonishment, sudden, complete, came to the man 
at once, for into the boudoir, closing the hall door gently behind 
her, stole not Mrs. Remsen, but the Comtesse de Froissart , 
no longer a laughing, flirtatious, vivacious woman, but a pale, 
black-eyed, stern-mouthed diabolical little creature, evil daring 
in her face, her walk, the pose of her arms and head, in the 
very sparkle of the gems at her throat. There was no hesi-
tation, no bungling in the woman's methods. Crossing the 
boudoir so quickly that Rodgers barely escaped discovery 
as she pushed aside the portieres, the French woman swept 
Mrs. Remsen's toilette table clean of jewels with a celerity 
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that was close kin to legerdemain. That her deftness had 
won for her a glance of admiration from a conniosseur not 
easily impressed by a thief's adroitness she did not know. 
Concealing her booty in the folds of her dress, the Countess, 
repassing the detective within reach of his hands, again entered 
the boudoir. In the very center of the room she stood stock 
still, suppressing a gallic epithet that had sprung to her white 
lips. Confronting her stood a tall, handsome, golden-haired 
girl, tear-stained but cool and self-possessed at this crucial 
moment. 
"You are a thief, madam," said the girl in a low, tense, 
clear-cut voice. "Will you return Mrs. Remsen's jewels to their 
place, or shall I call for assistance?'' 
"Are you mad, mamselle?" queried the French woman, 
with an assumption of injured innocense and startled aston-
ishment that appealed to the detective's professional enthus-
iasm. "Our, hostess so far honaired me as to ask me to breeng 
her a mouchoir to replace ze one she has lost. You air een 
trouble, mam'sell. Eet has affected your nerves, or you would 
not so far forget yourself as to call the Comtesse de Froissart 
a thief. But, I veel forgeefe you-and beed you adieu. I 
promees you, mam'selle, zat I veel say nothing about your 
so great indeescretion." 
The French woman made as if to pursue ·her -way to the 
hall, but the girl, folding her arms, placed herself stubbornly 
irt front of the door. Instantly her captive, taking from her 
skirt :t "h_andful of dazzling rings and trinkets, threw them upon 
the divan and glided, with catlike quickness toward an electric 
button that broke the even expanse of a side wall. 
"I veel ruin you, ma petite," said the Countess smiling 
grimly, as she placed a dainty finger upon the small white 
knob. "Ee£ you stir one eench, I shall press ze button and 
denounce you as a robbaire. Do you teenk I do not know you? 
You are private secretaire to Madame Remsen, and you lofe 
Monsieur Jacques, n'est ce pas? But eet ees only me-me, 
la Comtesse de Froissart-who can gee£ you your Jacques-
eef I choose. I vill make a bargain veeth you, mamselle. 
Leave me here-go down to ze suppaire-room-and you may 
have your Monsieur Jacques. Othairwise, you shall go to 
,. 
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ze preeson. Queek mamselle! you must make your choice. 
Queek!" 
The girl had drawn herself up to her full height, and Rodgers, 
peeping between the portieres, biding his time, was impressed 
anew by the splendor of her proud, radiant beauty. Was 
she, for a moment that carried with it life or death to her soul, 
tempted to follow the path of least resistance, for the sake of 
safety and freedom from a rival, to be false to a trust, to con-
nive at crime? Rodgers never knew, for almost instantly the 
girl said, calmly, clearly, coolly: 
"Touch the button, Madame la Comtesse, if you wish. I 
am willing to abide the result.'' 
"Stop!" cried the detective, thrusting aside the portieres 
and taking two steps into the room. "If you touch that button, 
madam, I shall show you no mercy." 
The French woman fell back from the wall as if her wicked 
purpose had slapped her in the face. 
"Mon Dieu!" she gasped, and then stood, trembling at the 
conviction that her long career of unpunished crime was at 
an end, gazing, white-faced and large-eyed, at the man's stern, 
unrelenting countenance. 
"May I ask you, young lady," he said, addressing Mrs. 
Remsen's secretary, "to open the door into the hall and beckon 
the man at the head of the stairs? Thank you.'' 
"James," he went on, when the flunkey, to whom surprise 
had given an almost human aspect, entered the boudoir, "James, 
I want you to get Mr. Jack Remsen here at once without mak-
ing the slightest fuss. Tell him that Mr. Rodgers wishes to 
see him in his mother's apartments." 
"Is it necessary, sir, for me to remain?" asked the girl ner-
vously, after James had retired. 
"I should prefer to have you here, Miss," replied the detec-
tive gently. "I am forced to admit that Madame la Comtesse 
is a very clever woman-and I am somewhat afraid of her." 
"Pairmeet me Monsieur," remarked the Fre.nch woman, a 
bitter smile flitting across her drawn face, "pairmeet me to say 
that I am much flattered by your confession. You should 
leeve in Paris, Monsieur. Eet ees ze only place for a man 
of your so great genius." 
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Jack Remsen had entered the room hurriedly and closed 
the door behind him. 
"What's this, Rodgers?" he asked sharply. Then his eyes 
after glancing at the faces of the two women, rested for a mo-
ment upon the little heap of pearls and diamonds gleaming 
against the dark hues of the divan. 
''This, Mr. Remsen," said the detective cooly, "is a reve-
lation of how easy it is for a man-even a clever man-to 
be mistaken in his estimate of two women. Not half an hour 
ago down stairs I suspected yonder girl of being a thief. As 
to this French woman here, I thought of her only as a com-
paratively harmless coquette. I followed the girl to this 
room-and behold, I have had my eyes opened to the fact 
that she is as honest as she is beautiful and as brave as she is 
good. And as for this flirtatious Parisienne, there lies the 
proof that she is a skillful and daring thief. Are you ready, 
Madame la Comtesse? We will leave the house together by a 
side entrance. I have no wish to cause you unnecessary humil-
iation.'' 
Remsen had stepped to the girl's side and seized her reluc-
tant hand. 
"How can I ever thank you for this?" he said hoarsely. 
"For what?" queried the girl, a gleam of mischief passing 
from her tired eyes. "For saving Mrs. Remsen's jewels?" 
"For that, yes," he answered thrusting her arm through 
his. "And for something else. We'll have supper together-
and I'll tell you what that something else is." 
"Do you think they'll be happy together?" asked Rodgers, 
as he led the French woman through a side door to the street. 
"Pourquoi pas?" muttered la Comtesse bitterly. "He 
ees vare reech, and she ees vare beautiful, n'est ce pas?" 
A TOAST. 
BYD. C. POND, '08. 
VIRGINEE, l drink to you, To your hair of golden sheen, 
To eyes which match the violet's hue, 
The laughter sparkling in deep blue. 
Here's to our friendship strong and true, 
Virginee - my queen. 
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THE STORY OF A PURSE. 
BY EUGENE H. DOOMAN, '11. 
A certain man, wishing to make a long journey, sold all 
that he had. The money thus gained, which amounted to 
two thousand rupees, he put into a purse. This he closed and 
sealed. He left the purse in charge of a quazee, and then 
went away. After a few years he returned and received the 
purse from the quazee, sealed in the same manner as when 
he had delivered it. But on opening it, he saw that there were 
two thousand copper coins instead -of two thousand silver 
ones. He immediately began to dispute with the quazee. 
The latter replied, "Did you not seal the purse with this seal? 
Is it not intact? Take then your money and go." But as 
the man still argued, the quazee's people drove him away. 
The man then went to the king and represented his grievance. 
The Sultan, after pausing a little, said, "Go for the present, 
leave your purse with me~ and I will obtain justice for you." 
The next day the Sultan made a small rent in the new seat 
of the throne and then went hunting. A chamberlain, whose 
turn it was to be on duty that day, when he saw the torn seat, 
was so frightened that his body was all in a tremor. He showed 
it to another chamberlain and said, "If the King should see 
it he would kill me." 
The other man asked whether anyone else had heard of the 
accident or had seen the throne. He answered, "No." 
"Be of good cheer, then," replied the other, "for there is 
in the city a darner who is a perfect master of his business. 
Carry the seat to him and he will fine-draw it in such a manner 
that no one will discover it." 
The chamberlain went to the shop of the darner and told 
him that if he would only do the task nicely he should have 
whatever he might demand. The darner asked only half a 
deenai, but the chamberlain gave him a whole deenai, to insure 
EDITOR'S NOTE :-This story is an original translation of one of a series of Persian 
narratives connected with a mystical king who, like Solomon, is celebrated for his 
sagacity. A "Quazee" is an official who combines the duties of a judge with that of a 
notary public. The writer wishes to acknowledge the help of Dr. A. Gohannan of Col-
umbia University. 
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good work. The seat was mended and returned in the course 
of the night. 
When the Sultan saw that the seat was put to rights, he 
asked the chamberlain who had darned it. The latter pre-
tended ignorance, but the King told him not to be alarmed, 
for he himself, had torn the seat to answer a particular pur-
pose. The chamberlain pointed out the darner. The King 
sent for him and asked whether he had darned a purse some-
time ago, and whether, if he were to see it, he could recognize 
it. The darner answered, "Yes." 
The King then showed him the purse which he knew again. 
He added that the quazee of the city had given it to him to 
mend. The King, having sent for the quazee, said, "I had 
perfect reliance upon your integrity. On this account I pro-
moted you to the dignity of quazee I did not know that 
you were a thief. How came you to steal this man's property?" 
The quazee replied, "Alas! my lord, who accuses me of this?" 
The King answered, "I say so." 
He then produced the purse and showed where it had been 
darned. The quazee was confounded and trembled greatly. 
The Sultan commanded that he be thrown into the deepest 
dungeon of the castle. He also bade the owner of the purse 
to seize the possessions of the former quazee. In the course 
of a few days, cries were sent throughout the city, bidding 
all good citizens repair to the square before the palace and 
witness the punishment meted out to evil doers of the city, 
among these being the quazee. 
LIFE ON AN INDIAN RESERVATION. 
B~ H. W, COOK, '10. 
There are a great many Indian reservations scattered over 
the United States, and the life and customs of the inhabitants 
of each are different from those on every other. It will be my 
endeavor to describe the life on the Youkton Sioux reservation1 
as being a good example of Indian life as it is today. 
The tourist as he stands on the platform of the observation 
car on an overland express, notices a slight change in the land, 
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as the train enters the Youkton reservation. The fertile fields 
of oats, wheat, or corn that he has noticed up to this point 
begin to disappear or become smaller. The houses which are 
few and far between are mostly built of logs or sod and look 
as if the owners took little care of them. Here and there in the 
yards are scattered farming implements, broken and rusted. 
In fact everything has a dilapidated look. 
If the tourist wishes to see the reservation thoroughly, he 
must leave the train at one of the small towns along the line, 
and -hire a conveyance. He will always be offered the same 
kind of a vehicle-a one-seated buckboard attached to a pair 
of mangy looking Indian ponies. An ugly appearing Indian 
is the driver, who looks with disdain on all Wasechu Wichasa, 
or white people, as the Dakotas call them. 
After some fussing to see that the harness is all right, and 
that the buckboard is well greased, the traveler and his driver 
climb in and the ponies start off with the long swinging trot 
that they can keep up for a day at a time without becoming 
tired. After leaving the town, all that one can see as far as 
eye can reach, is the long rolling prairie with not a house in 
sight. The buckboard rolls along, hour after hour, with only 
an occasional grunt from the Indian to disturb the monotony 
of the journey. Suddenly, upon climbing a slight ridge, the 
traveler can see below him a long line of trees and the yellow 
waters of the "Old Muddy," as the Mississippi River is called. 
Ten or twelve log huts and as many teepees, or tents, are 
scattered along the river bank. Driving up the main street-
the only street in town, which is simply a part of the same 
road over which he has been driving all day-here, amid the 
barking of innumerable dogs of all imaginable sizes and colors, 
the traveler climbs out in front of the traders' store, where 
tourists are always accommodated. 
After a good meal of black coffee, bacon, and hot biscuits, 
the traveler wanders about the strange looking village. Here 
a good insight may be had into the customs of the Indians. 
The old men sit cross-legged in front of their teepees, smoking 
their long pipestone pipes with quiet enjoyment, watching 
the antics of the children playing on the ground, some of whom, 
if it is warm weather, are clothed in old shirts which some 
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charitably disposed relatives have given to them, and others 
are garbed only in nature's raiment of bare skin. The young 
bucks idle about, endlessly rolling and smoking cigarettes 
or playing cards. Usually poker is played for any stakes 
which can be had, but never for nothing. The middle aged 
squaws sit making moccasins, or doing bead work, while the 
older ones are usually carrying ~ater, or chopping wood and 
doing such work as one .might suppose the men would do. 
Further on, an Indian man, more energetic than the others, 
is cultivating his corn patch, or making hay if it is the season 
for doing so. One will notice, however, that most of the 
Indians either let their crops go, or else plant something that 
takes no time to cultivate. 
As often as they can, three or four Indians obtain permis-
sion from the agent who has charge of the reservation to go 
to town. If one receives this permit, he puts on his best 
moccasins, ties a red handkerchief around his neck, and starts 
off with great rejoicing. As soon as he reaches the town he 
buys what he really needs and then starts on a hunt for the 
minnewaken, or whiskey, that he has been dreaming of for a 
long time. The Indian will give anything he has for a bottle 
of the fire water, and when he succeeds in obtaining some he 
goes off into a corner and proceeds to become joyfully drunk. 
As soon as he reaches this condition he tries to buy more whis-
key, and if he is not given it he climbs into his wagon and 
drives off towards home, shouting and yelling and calling down 
the wrath of 1-_~s gods on the white people as a whole. 
If the traveler is lucky h"e may reach the agency on ration 
day which comes every two weeks. On that day all the Indian 
men or women over sixty years of age receive their portion 
of the rations furnished by the government. The agent has 
a storehouse in which he keeps all the supplies. Outside of 
this the people form into line and receive their share. When 
this is over they go about visiting one another and having a 
general pow-wow before leaving for home. The government 
used to issue the beef to them "on the hoof," that is, allow a 
man to rope the steer himself, kill it, and cut up his own meat. 
This led to evil consequences for the Indian would kill his 
steer and cut out the best portions of the meat only, and would 
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carry it home, saying to himself that it was necessary to take 
only enough to last two weeks for then he would be given 
another "beef." The government soon put a stop to this as 
it was very wasteful of good meat and now one of the white 
men kills the steer and issues to each person his share, just as 
the rest of the rations are distributed. 
Another sight which the traveler ought not miss is the annuity 
payment of the interest on the land that the Indians sold the 
government at cessation of hostilities. The money is paid in 
instalments, twice a year, to every Indian man, woman, or 
child, owning land. It is to be paid in this manner until it is 
all gone. The Indians gather on this momentous day from 
far and near, dressed in their newest clothes and best beaded 
moccasins. There are about eighteen hundred names on the 
list and the roll call begins in the morning and lasts all day 
with only an hour's rest for meals. Sometimes it lasts two days·, 
There is an interpreter inside the office who calls out the 
names to the crier, a full-blooded Dakota, about eighty years 
old, who stands by the door and calls out, "Ohel Wanayinktet 
Matozappa!" "Ohe! Wanayinkte! Shunkamana! Wukamoo! 
Wahchaunka!" or whatever the name of the man or woman 
may be. This really means, "Look you, come here Black-
bear!" "Look you, come here Walking Dog!" and so on 
down the list. The person whose name is called goes in, signs 
his name, or makes his mark if he cannot write, receives his 
check and returns, holding the piece of paper which means 
so much to him. The days that the payment lasts are one 
round of good times for the Dakotas. They have dancesr 
games, and everything that will make the time pass pleasantly, 
After it is all over the Indians break camp and scatter to their 
lonely houses, some having come from fifty to one hundred 
miles. 
One notable feature of the Indian life is the fact that they 
take religion deeply to heart. The little churches, scattered 
at different points over the reservation are crowded every 
Sunday, no matter if the weather is clear or stormy. ' The 
various women's and men's religious clubs meet with un-
failing regularity and do a great deal of good. One of the 
women's clubs alone collected one thousand dollars in one 
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year for the use of churches in foreign lands. Each one gives 
something, be it a large or small amount. There is a notable 
difference, however, in the way in which the services are carried 
on there, and the way they are conducted here in New England. 
The men sit on one side of the church, entirely separate from 
the women, who sit with the children on the opposite side of 
the building. During the service there is a constant buzz 
caused by the mothers hushing their wailing babies. The 
smaller children run races up and down the aisles, or play 
hide and seek among the benches while dogs wander up and 
down about the church as if they were taking part in the ser-
vice. No one says a word to either children or dogs, however. 
Another strange thing there is the Communion service. In-
stead of letting the women go first, the men make a grand rush 
for the chancel, and allow the women to go last. 
The traveler. as he leaves for the railroad station on his 
return to civilization, wonders why the Indians are not satis-
fied, for they appear to have such good times. One last look 
at the faces of those gathered around to see him go, show8 
nothing hut a sullen resentment against the people who have 
cut off their freedom ·and forced them into such a narrow way 
of living. 
STUDENT LIFE IN SPAIN. 
BY PHII.,IP EVERETT CURTISS, 'o6. 
The words "Spanish Student" are apt to suggest at once 
some romantic song of Cadiz and Salamanca, a picture of quaint, 
narrow streets with toppling houses and of students in capes 
and cocked hats twanging guitars under iron-barred windows. 
In like manner the words "American college life" may call 
up those posters which are sold in the shops at Christmas time, 
or which adorn the covers of university annuals and represent 
a brawny youth in a lettered sweater clutching an oddly shaped 
football and gazing sternly into the distance; while in the 
near background a beautiful maiden in the most modern o{ 
tailor-made gowns, leading an ugly bulldog, gazes at the hero 
in spellbound admiration. As a matter of fact both pictures 
are founded on enough reality to give them a very good reason 
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for existence. True, the newly arrived freshman at an Ameri-
can college, confronted with an unfurnished room, an Irish 
landlady, and a schedule of studies "required" in all courses 
is apt to curse the poetical fancy which made him paint in 
vivid poster-colors, in the narrow confines of his "prep" school-
room, his future career at the university. Very much the same 
sensations come to the visitor to any Spanish university town 
surrounded by a mob of hotel porters and armed with a Bae-
decker which merely says Seville~Madricl or Oviecio-as the 
case may be, "has also a university of some importance." 
The visitor, advised to see the frescoes in the main hallway, 
"illustrating the late Renaissance," is apt to think that the 
poetical "Spanish student" never existed outside of the an-
thologies. When a month or two has passed, however, and 
the American freshman has bought some sporting prints for 
his room or has found a good tailor, his early dreams come 
back to him and by the end of his senior year they are more 
picturesque than the posters. So, too, in a month or more 
the foreign student in Spain loses his Baedecker, plunges into 
the old part of the city, and when, in the spring term, sitting 
in a cafe with a fellow student, he sees some stray tourists from 
home, he gives them a glance as idle as that of his companion 
and disposes of them with a short sentence of "lngleses? 
Quizas. A ni, ni parecer Alemanes.'' 
For if you only know where to look you will find that Spanish 
students do wear capes-many of them; there are groups which 
go about at carnival time twanging guitars, and as for the 
little romance under the iron-barred window, I could show you 
a dozen of them any night in any quiet street in Madrid or 
Seville. 
The great difficulty of Americans trying to see student life 
in a Latin city comes from their idea that college men form 
a distinct class divided by a cold, hard line from eYery other 
form of humanity. In America a man matriculates, hires his 
rooms, and from that minute on he has no more to do with any 
non-college being-except in vacations-than if he were in a 
prison or in the British army. Continental students take 
themselves less seriously. Almost everybody has been a student 
at one time or another. Men from the city go to the university 
1907] Student life in Spain. 23 
as a matter of course-as they would go to the theatre--and 
men from the provinces come in to pass two or three years, 
not only to study or to go to the university, but to see the city, 
its people, its shops, its theatres and its clubs. Classes are not 
divided, ages are not divided, careers are not divided. It is 
a very common thing to hear a heated discussion in a club 
between a man of sixty-and often a prominent man at that-
and a youngster of twenty-two, while the interested onlookers 
comprise every age in between. 1 have seen a group on the 
boulevards composed of an army officer in uniform, a private 
soldier, and a student--perhaps brother~-or the third man 
may be a priest. But imagine that happening in England or 
America. 
But still the universities serve to bring men together and 
are the bases of the friendships which are deve]oped and cemented 
outside of the college walls. Here in Spain, as everywhere else 
on the continent, there are no dormitories, there are no dis-
tinctly university clubs (not even such as the corps of Germany). 
There are nothing but recitation halls and recitations. For 
the average American student this description will be enough 
and he will dismiss the matter with a sniff. But wait. ·The 
charm of the life comes later. 
First as to the classes of students. They would furnish a sub-
ject for a long paper in themselves. In the noisy, crowded 
corridors in the morning you may see almost every type of man 
to be found in Spain. There are boys of apparently sixteen 
years . old. There are bearded men of forty. There are sons 
of provincial peasants in odd hats and capes. There are the 
sons of the ca bin et ministers and of the aristocracy of Madrid, 
for to follow a diploma tic or other career in Spain a man m.ust 
have passed through the law course of a university. Priests, 
old and young, in their long black robes and flat shiny hats are 
common. You occasionally see a soldier or two and at times 
I have seen young officers clanking their spurs and sabers on 
the cement floors, but whether they were studying or had come 
merely to chat with friends I did not know. 
The university of Madrid was founded in fifteen hundred 
and something by Cardinal Cisneros, the confessor of Queen 
Isabella. It now occupies a long rambling old building which 
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was once a monastery, but the cloisters have been turned into 
corridors and the cells into lecture halls. Only a pretty little 
garden and an old moss-grown courtyard remain to suggest 
the original character of the place, and on these open the win-
dows of the corridors, breaking pleasantly the monotony of 
the whitewashed walls and the grim doors numbered "Aula 15," 
"Aula 16" and so forth. 
There are lectures which begin at a quarter to eight. I had one 
of these once-for two days. After that hy mutual consent of 
the professor and students we changed the hour to a quarter past 
nine. At nine o'clock the corridors are crowded, mostly with 
law students, who_, with the students of the medical school 
which is in another part of the city, comprise a large part of 
the university body. Except for a slight difference in dress 
and for the odd types which I have mentioned, the men walk-
ing, chatting, and laughing in groups look exactly like those 
in any American college. Attendants in uniform are waiting 
about to open the doors when the professor appears. And the 
tobacco smoke could be cut with a knife, to use a fresh, original 
phrase. Once, in Paris, in the corridors of the Sorbonne, I 
was talking with a Spanish student from Granada who sang 
along in his soft Andalusian dialect, and, as a pure matter of 
habit, as we always did at the close of a lecture, we drew out 
cigarettes and began to smoke. But hardly had we begun 
when some gray haired busybody came up, tapped us on the 
arm, and pointed to a sign which said, "Smoking is prohibited 
in the corridors of the Sorbonne." When we thought of the 
hallway in the university at Madrid we both laughed. At 
Madrid such a notice would be as ridiculous as one saying, 
"Students are requested not to breathe in the hallways of 
the University," or, "Students are prohibited to have heads." 
Everybody smokes-students, attendants and profe.ssors for 
aught I know. And yet you cannot buy a tobacco pouch 
or any decent pipe tobacco in the whole city of Madrid. The 
answer is cigarettes-Ravanna cigarettes sold by the govern-
ment; good cigarettes and very cheap. 
After a long wait in the corridors, a professor appears. If 
he has an important course he wears a black gown and a square 
cap, like those in which a carpenter is represented in the labor 
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papers, and of the color worn by his faculty-law, medicine 
or philosophy. At the sight of the professor the noise grows 
louder than ever and the students, a couple of hundred of 
them sometimes, go trooping after him, chattering and shout-
ing and crowding in the doors in order to secure the back seats. 
The lectures are held in amphitheatres with raised benches 
like those in an operating room. As students are students 
the world over all kinds of things happen in these crowded 
rooms. In one of his novels Galdos makes the hero, a Madrid 
student, take an alcohol stove into the back seats of a lecture 
room and fry a couple of eggs. And it is perfectly possible. 
I know that the sizzling of the eggs wouldn't stand a chance 
in the noise of the room. · 
One day, last fall, there was a lot of excitement' in the cor-
ridors. It seems that years ago the students had a riot of 
some kind and troops were marched into the University and 
a number of students were wounded. It happened on Saint 
somebody's day. Every year since that time the day has 
been held sacred and the students go to the University but 
refuse to attend lectures. I saw a professor of law start for 
one of his lectures with the whole horrid crew at his heels. 
As soon as the lecturer was in the room two big fellows jumped 
in front of the door, banged it shut ~nd refused to let anyone 
in. The professor stayed inside an official ten minutes and 
then came out with a hroa.d grin on his face and went away. 
The favorite amusement is strikes. I know a r.hap named 
Herrera, a Cuban, who is a regular fire-eater. He was a rebel 
in the Cuban War and was on the revolutionary committee. 
After the war was over he came to Spain and tried to play 
the stock exchange, with the usual result. Then he went into 
the University as a law student, and the first thing he did 
was to organize a strike. They say that he was put in prison, 
but any way he is back at the classes now, and in the afternoon 
rides up and down the boulevards in the carriage of the Cuban 
minister. I think he'll be a Napoleon or something, some 
day. 
Last year the Christmas holidays began on the fifteenth of 
December and lasted until the tenth of January. But that 
wasn't enough, and so on the first of December the students 
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went on strike to have the vacation begin then. I was ill 
at the time so I don't know whether they got it or not. Prob-
ably they did. 
As a rule the Spanish students are very good hearted and 
you can become acquainted with them easily enough. In 
the smaller courses you know everybody in a few days. There 
is one course in a side corridor where we used to have "bull 
fights" every afternoon until the janitors came out and stopped 
them. 
The great resort of the older students is the Ateneo. This 
is a sort of large club with about eight hundred members, 
originally a political and literary center, now about half literary 
and half a social club. The Ateneo has a splendid house with 
big lounging rooms beautifully furnished with Italian tapes-
tries. Here the university students are only a small element, 
but a good many of them may be seen there. In addition. 
there are army officers, politicians, novelists and even such 
men as Echegaray, the famous play-wright. There is one 
room called the "Cachereria," which freely translated means 
"junk shop." In the first house owned by the club there 
was a group whose conversation was too liberal and too anar-
chistic even for the liberal Ateneo, so this crowd was banished 
to an old storeroom in the cellar where they blazed away to 
their hearts' content. When the new house was built in eighty 
something a special little smoking room was devoted to the 
purpose of keeping up this tradition and was dubbed with the 
old name of "Cachereria." Here any opinion whatsoever may 
he expressed by any person whomsoever-and it is. The 
result is funny. Echegaray, before mentioned, used to be 
the chief figure in this room. Now the place is occupied by 
a retired general of artillery, a veteran of all the Cuban wars, 
and one of the drollest old characters I ever knew. He swears 
that he is a Buddhist although no one can ever find out whether 
he means it or not. 
The other rooms are quieter, but there is always someone 
with whom to chat and drink coffee. I was sitting in one 
of the rooms when a chap from Cartagena, who is something of 
an antiquarian, purposed that we go out and see the old city. 
So we went out and wandered among crooked streets that 
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looked like the scenery of a grand opera, discovered an old 
closed-up chapel that the antiquarian had never known to 
exist before, and ended up by drinking tea in a little bale on.y 
overlooking the picturesque, leafy Plaza de Santa Ana. 
In addition to this there are a thousand other sides of a 
year's life in Spain that fortune may or may not throw in your 
way. There was for me a trip back from Paris after the Easter 
holidays, that I shall long remember, when we had a jolJy 
quartette composed of two Basques, a Peruvian and the stray 
American-North American I had better say, for over here 
an "American" means a South American, whereas we are 
dubbed "Norte Americanos" or "Yanquis." Then there 
was a night at the opera that seemed like the opening chapter 
of one of Anthony Hope's novels, with the royal box full of 
glittering nobilities, with the boxes in the circle crowded with 
people from the different embassies, and the orchestra filled 
with officers, noblemen, and senoras. 
In conclusion I wish to repeat what I said in the opening 
paragraphs--that this life which I have described is not one 
that comes at once. I was in Spain many, many months before 
I began to see it. If I had not had some good fortune I might 
never have seen it at all. Life looked very different when I 
lived over a court from what it looked when I lived over the 
Plaza Santa Ana. Like any other college life it is not made up 
entirely of "prom" nights and spring-term days However, it is 
these, or what corresponds to these, that I have chosen to 
describe because they are the ones that I shall choose to re-
member. It will be enough then, if I have put into this ac-
count what I see myself, and that is the poetry which still 
exists in the life of a "Student in Spain." 
THE UNIVERSITY CLUB OF HARTFORD. 
BY EDGAR F, WATERMAN, '98. 
During December, 1905, a number of college graduates were 
dining together one evening. In talking over college affairs 
it seemed to these men that there should be a University Club 
in the city of Hartford, especially so as the city included in 
its population a very large num?er of college graduates. The 
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interest of other college men was aroused for this project and 
resulted in a meeting of college graduates being called, and 
about sixty men representing some twenty different colleges 
met at the Board of Trade rooms on the evening of January 
23, 1906, to effect an organization. Beside those who were 
present at this meeting, there were others to whom the notice 
of the meeting had been sent, but who were unable to be pres-
ent and who desired to become charter members of the Club, 
sufficient to make a total of seventy-three charter members. 
The object of this organization was to promote intercourse 
and friendship among college graduates and to advance the 
interests of liberal education. The original purpose was to 
have an organization which- should hold meetings once a month 
during the fall and winter. Any idea of a Club House or other 
permanent quarters was not contemplated for the immediate 
future. The belief of those interested in starting the club, 
that there was a real demand for such an institution in the 
city of Hartford, immediately began to be verified. The 
membership of the Club rapidly increased and it became very 
apparent that before long it would be necessary to broaden 
the scope of the Club and most important among other things 
to have some permanent quarters. 
During the year 1906 the monthly meetings, which took 
the form of a smoker, were regularly held and there was an 
informal talk by some invited guest or club member on college 
or university topics. 
During the spring of 1907, preparatory to renting a Club 
House, the Executive Committee incorporated the University 
Club of Hartford under the laws of the State of Connecticut 
and shortly after secured a lease of the premises at No. 30 
Lewis street. The work of remodeling and furnishing this 
house immediately began under the supervision of Mr. F. E. 
Waterman, architect, one of the members of the Club, and by 
July 24th the work was completed and the house thrown open 
for the use of the Club members. 
In its management of the affairs of the Club the Executive 
Committee has aimed to develop it along the lines of the Grad-
uates' Ciub of New Haven, which is one of the most attractive 
and homelike clubs in this section of the country. The annual 
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dues are kept at a very moderate figure so that it will be pos-
sible for all college men in Hartford to belong to the Club if 
they so desire. Although this organization has been in ex-
istence less than two years, the membership now amounts 
to three hundred and twenty-five, and the Club has made a 
position for itself in the life of Hartford. 
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STRUGGLES. 
BY J.E. BROWN, '10. 
[Written after an evening at a rear Northam window] 
I stood, at eve, and gazed across the vale, 
And, as I watched, a wave of lights swept by-
Surged onward, like a host of stars new born -
Stars that were nameless, and yet beautiful, 
Unto the farmost limits of the scene: 
While yet the sun's reflection crowned the hill 
That towered above. And, sudden, while I looked 
The myriad shadows fought, in awful strife, 
'Gainst the advancing glory, and, forced back, 
Yet ceasing not a moment from the fray, 
They mingled even with their vanquishers. 
And then the Sun's glory faded. It was night 
While all the homes of men were desolate. 
I turned back from the casement, sad at heart 
Though well I knew that hateful chaos reigned 
No longer than the coming of the morn; 
That then a time of glory greater far 
Than that now gone would surely come to earth. 
Yet down below the flaming of the lights 
Had sadly dwindled. They were stars no more. 
Like candles now they glowed, and faintly shone 
As if about to perish in the strife. 
Full well they might, for on them now devolves 
The task of giving to the whole world light ! 
Thus has it always been-continued strife 
Between the advocates of wickedness 
And those few good men who have saved our world 
From crime, the brute despoiler of our homes, 
And lust, which to thP. dark is kin, 
For both bring death and breed brutality 
And yet, as surely as the sun shall rise, 
So shall the glory of the Peerless One, 
Submerge our lives within a flood of truth 
With goodness victor, ever thence to reign . 
[Dec. 
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EDITORIAL COMMENTS. 
THE TRINITV TABLET is a Quarterly 
published four times during the college 
year. The annual subscription is ONE 
DOLLAR; single copies twenty-five cents. 
Address all correspondence to The Trinity 
Tablet, Hartford, Connecticut. 
COLLEGE SUPPORT. 
It has been said, and repeated so 
many times that the saying now seems 
to be taken for granted, that Trinity 
College cannot support both the Tripod 
and the Tab let, that there are not men 
enough here to keep two papers alive. 
This statement seems strange when 
we consider that the college body ex-
pressed its desire that the publication 
of the Tablet be continued, knowing 
all the tiine that the Tripod is in the 
field. It also seems strange when we 
consider the other colleges of about the 
same size as Trinity and see that al-
most all of them support at least two 
college papers. 
As the fields of the Tripod and the 
Tablet are so entirely different, we fail 
to see how they could interfere with 
each other. The Tripod is a news-
paper, and the Tablet is a magazine. 
One cannot take the place of the other, 
and surely Trinity men will support 
both. A writer said recently that a 
college is judged by the number of ac-
tivities it can support well. If this be 
the case Trinity certainly does not want 
to fall behind other colleges of the same 
relative position through lack of inter-
est in literary activities. 
The Tablet is as much a college in-
stitution as the football, baseball, or 
track teams, and should receive just as 
much support if Trinity men do not 
want to be ashamed to show their liter-
ary magazines to their friends. Give 
the football teams poor support and a 
number of humiliating defeats will re-
sult. Give the Tablet poor support 
and the result will be a paper which no 
one can be proud of. But when either 
the football ~earn or the Tablet is backed 
by the enthusiasm that seems to char-
acterize the college body this year, 
gratifying results are at once apparent. 
So let every Trinity man support every 
branch of the college activities so that 
they will be as successful as the foot-
ball team has been this fall. D. C. P. 
THE 1907 FOOT BALL TEAM. 
It gives us, naturally, a great deal of-
pleasure to congratulate "the best 
foot ball team Trinity ever had" on 
its victorious season. The great score 
of two hundred and twenty-three 
points against thirty-four is some-
thing that every Trinity man feels 
proud of, especially when we think 
that our eleven represents a student 
body considerably smaller than that 
~f nearly every other instituition that 
we have played. We wonder what 
the future teams will be capable of if 
Trinity continues to grow at her pres-
ent rate of expansion. As one promi-
nent member of our faculty said, 
"With the present spirit, and four 
hundred men in college, we could 
sweep New England." 
But in looking into the future we 
immediately think of the loss of the 
five men who are to be graduated 
from Trinity next June. It is hard 
for us to imagine a Trinity eleven 
without Donnelly or Pond, and to 
those of us who have become accus-
tomed to look for the characteristic 
figure of Grovenor Buck, or the bril-
liant tackling of Collins or Budd, the 
loss of all these players will be a very 
real one. 
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The future, however, for men as 
young as the students here, is always 
full of hope, and so, although we all 
realize that it will be hard to replace 
these men, we still look forward to 
success, feeling that with the inspira-
tion of the example set by our last 
team our future elevens simply must 
keep up to our present standard. 
D. C. P. 
COMMENT. 
The cover design was done by 
William S. Taylor, an artist whose 
work not only in black and white but 
in oil and color is as clever, interest-
ing and original as one could wish to 
enjoy. And it is our very sincere 
hope that Mr. Taylor will have the 
opportunity to interpret and to paint 
some of the strong characteristic 
scenes of American student life which 
have so far been pictured by gro-
tesque college posters which to say 
the least come very far from treating 
adequately a life which contains such 
color and such action. Indeed, we do 
feel that if some man is ever able to 
paint The Bowl Rush at ''Penn" or 
St. Patrick's Eve at Trinity, he· wrll 
have found his way to a new field of 
art where action and color are ram-
pant. These two things have made 
the poster possible. 
Our cover suggests this to you, it 
is suggestfve of the picture always 
called up to a Trinity man when he 
thinks of his alma mater. To a per-
son who has never seen Trinity it 
stimulates a train of thought which 
brings to him a true idea of the life at 
Trinity. He feels that '' She stands 
for broad humanity, for church and 
state, and all good things that science, 
learning, wisdom brings shall find 
their home at Trinity." 
Mr. Taylor writes, "It was my de• 
sign to keep the idea of your college 
with its well constructed buildings in 
prominence. The Gate creates the 
design in its grill pattern and the tab• 
let contains the title. My idea was to 
create a strong gate which marked the 
entrance into your college." J. B. S. 
Among the contributions and con• 
tributors for the March number will be 
"The Building of the Hartford Uni· 
versity Club," by Mr. F. E. Waterman, 
the architect; Prof. Jim, anonymous, 
and The Dormitory System at a small 
college and how it might be improved 
at Trinity. 
"Class News." This will be a head-
ing in our pages for the March number. 
A letter from the secretary of each class 
noting deaths, marriages and births, or 
class action, should be sent in not later 
than the first of the month of publica-
tion. It will be our special effort to 
make these records complete. 
J.B. S. 
BOOK REVIEWS. 
Scarcely a month passes that a new 
volume is not placed before the public 
by a Trinity man. Except for a mere 
mention of it in the alumni column of 
our contemporary, "The Tripod," the 
undergraduate knows tittle more of the 
book than the bare fact of its existence. 
This section of the "Tablet," then, 
has been reserved for reviews of such 
books as from time to time are pro~ 
duced by our alumni. Whatever of 
note a Trinity man does is worthy of 
permanent record, and should be of in~ 
terest to every one who has come under 
the care of our college. 
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KING PHILLIP'S WAR. By George 
W. Ellis '94, and John E. Morris, 
of the Connecticut Historical So-
ciety. Grafton Press, 1907. 
There has been a decided tendency 
in the past few years to make histories 
more readable. It is not that authors 
have sacrificed facts for fiction, or that 
they have attempted to reduce histories 
to the level of the modern historic 
novel. The present aim seems to be 
to make history interesting as a story, 
rather than to give a mere catalogue of 
dates. Mr. Ellis, who is responsible 
for the narrative of this volume, as the 
title page indicates, has accomplished 
this in an admirable manner. In the 
opening chapters he has given a sketch 
of both Indian and settlement life prior 
to 1665. This forms a background 
against which he has worked up the 
actual development of the war. The 
early New England colonies, their 
social conditions, their dealings with the 
Indians, and the resulting conflict are 
pictured in a style that is interesting 
and clear. 
Mr. Ellis has brought out in his his-
tory several points that are often ob-
scured by prejudice. He shows dis-
tinctly that the average New Englander 
with all his fervid religion was far from 
being perfect. His dealings with the 
red men were often of a type that would 
be beneath the average ward politician. 
His attempt to force Christianity on 
the Indian bore fruits not only of dis-
loyalty but of strife. It was clearly 
evident that an Indian became a Christ-
ian not through conviction but through 
policy. Besides pointing this out Mr. 
Ellis has shown the inability of the 
New Englander to learn the tactics of 
his Indian foe. The reader passes 
through chapter after chapter in which 
he finds nothing but a record of English 
defeats, all of which were caused by 
the stupid and obstinate system of 
warfare pursued by the colonists. 
Through the volume are scattered 
photographs of the battlefields and 
strategic points that played an impor-
tant part in the war. These help the 
reader greatly to understand the actual 
scene of the struggle and to arrange 
the events in logical order. We should 
have been glad, however, to have seen 
some representation of the features of 
King Phillip, about whom the• whole 
conflict centered. The absence of such 
a likeness seems to leave the otherwise 
perfect series of illustrations incom-
plete. 
The volume is a most interesting ac-
count of the great struggle of the New 
England Colonies, and of the fruit it 
bore in later years. R. L. W. 
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SOME RECENT PUBLISHED WRITINGS 
OF ALUMNI. 
Belden, Prof. Henry Marvin, '88. 
.Ancient Mariner, and Select Poems. 
J3y S. T. Coleridge. Edited by H. 
M. Belden, N. Y., 1907. 
Burton, Prof. Richard, '83. 
The World's Desire. A poem. (In 
the Century Magazine, v. 75, p. 112, 
November, 1907.) 
Cleasby, Harold Loomis, '99. 
The Medea of Seneca. (In Harvard 
Studies in Classical Philology, v. 18, 
pp. 39-71. 1907. 8vo.) 
Ellis, George W., '94. 
King Phillip's War. With bio-
graphical and typographical notes. 
By George W. Ellis and John E. 
Morris. N. Y., 1906. 12mo. 
Fiske, Rev. George McClellan, '70. 
Power and Peace. Sermon, St. 
Stephen's Church, Providence, R. 
I., in memory of the Rev. E. P. 
Bartow. 11 pp. [Providence, 1907,] 
8vo. 
A Servant of the Church. Sermon, 
St. Stephen's Church, Providence, 
R. I., in memory of Mrs. M. S. 
W. Crouch. 11 pp. [Providence, 
1907.] 8vo. 
Frye, Prof. Prosser Hall, '89. 
Corneille: the neo-classic tragedy 
and the Greek. (In Nebraska Uni-
versity Studies, v. 6, pp. 219-249. 
1906.) 
Dryden and the Critical Canons of 
the 18th Century. (In Nebraska 
University Studies, v. 7, pp. 1-39, 
1907.) 
Hotchkin, Rev. S. F., '56. 
The Use of Local History. (111 
Papers read before the Historical 
Society of Frankford, v. 1, pp. 11-
23, 1907.) 8vo. 
Johnson, Woolsey McA., '98. 
Electro-metallurgy of 'zinc and its 
relation to present practice. 13 pp. 
1907. 8vo. 
Lilienthal, Rev. Hermann, '86. 
Sundays and Seasons. Twenty-eight 
Sermons. N. Y. (1907'.] 12mo. 
Moody, Winfield Scott, '79. 
Pickwick Ladle and other collector's 
stories. N. Y., 1907. 12mo. 
Olcott, Wm. Tyler, '96. 
A Field Book of the Stars. With 50 
diagrams. N. Y., 1907. 12mo. 
Perkins, Rev. J. Newton, '61. 
History of St. Stephen's Parish in 
New York City, 1805-1905. Illust., 
N. Y., 1906. 8vo. 
The Viue and its Branches. Ser-
mon, May 12, 1907, in St. Stephen's 
Church, N. Y. City; being three 
hundred years after the landing at 
Jamestown, Va. 12 p. 16mo. 
Verder, Daniel Hugh, '99. 
The Snow Bride, and other Poems. 
[1907.] 12mo. 
HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN & CO'S 
PUBLICATIONS 
THE OLD PEABODY PEW 
By Kate Douglas W iggin. 
'' Mrs. Wiggin has never penned a more truthful or 
delightful idyT of New England life."-Boston Herald. 
With charming illustrations in tint by Alice Barber 
Stephens. Marginal decorations and full pictorial 
cover. $ 1.50 
THE HANGING O F THE CRANE 
By Henry W. LongfeJlow. 
"An exceptionally desirable holiday gift book.''-
Boston Transcript. 
With illustrations in color by Arthur I. Keller, text 
decorations and dainty and beautiful cover. $2.00 
HOME, SCHOOL AND VACATION 
By Annie Winsor Allen. 
A practicable book of value to every intelligent 
parent or person interested in education. 
$1.25, net. Postage, 10 cents. 
THE TEMPLE O F VIRTUE 
By Paul Revere Fro thingham . 
"The mode of teaching the subject is unique, the 
style is vital and interesting, and the book is a dis-
tinct addition to the growing literature of spiritual 
religion that interprets truth by and through life."-
Boston Transcript. $1.25, net. ,Postage, 10 cents. 
JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER 
By Bliss Perry. 
A centenary memoir of the poet, together with his 
chief autobiographical poems. With portraits. 
75 cents, net. Po stage, 7 cents. 
GREECE AND THE .A!:GEAN ISLANDS 
By Philip S. Marden. 
A delightful book of travel, which should be a 
source of pleasure to both those who know Greece 
and those making their first acquaintance with that 
fascinating land. Profusely illustrated from photo-
graphs. $3.00, net. Postage, 19 cents. 
SIN AND SOCIETY 
By Edward A. R oss. 
With an introductory letter by President Roosevelt. 
A scathing arrangement of modern business ethics. 
$ 1.00, net. Postage 10 cents. 
LONGFELLOW'S SONNETS 
Edited by Ferris Greenslet 
Lovers of true poetry will find this firs t separate 
edition of Longfellow's sonnets a delightful little 
book, and an appropriate gift for their bookish 
friends. 75 c ents. 
MORNINGS IN THE COLLEGE CHAPEL 
SECOND SERIES 
By Francis G. Peabody. 
In their conciseness of utterance,, depth of spiritu-
ality, and the directness of their appeal to reason. i t 
would be hard to excel these seventy-four short ad-
dresses. There is hardly a point of view or an 
intellectual or moral difficulty which is not touched 
upon with great literary ability and spiritual insigh t . 
$1.25, net. Postage, 12 c e nts. 
SEND FOR OUR HOLIDAY BULLETIN 
FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS 
New York Office, 
339 Broadway. 
JEaton==tlurlbut 
~aper (to., 
Makers of 
= HIGH GRADE PAPERS= 
AND 
SOCIETY STATIONERY. 
Pittsfield, Mass. 
THE 
~~rk~l~r ~ivinitr 
Sc~ool, 
MIDDLETOV\/N, CONN. 
F.ou~ded by Bishop Williams, 1854. 
For the 
Instruction of Candidates for Holy Orders. 
Address correspondence to the Dean. 
The Fidelity Trust Co., 
49 Pearl Street, Hartford, Conn. 
BANKERS, TRUSTEES, FISCAL AGENTS. 
MODERN EQUIPMENT _SAFETY DEPOSIT BOXES FOR RENT. 
RECEIVES DEPOSITS SUBJECT TO CHECK. 
Solicits Individual, Class, Fraternity, 
and College Organization 
Accounts. 
Grant us your favors, and receive our service with thanks. 
. . 
FRANK L. WILCOX, 
President. 
Trinity '80. 
College Students! 
Our Specialty is 
High Art Custom Tailoring 
at '' right '' prices. 
A guarantee with every 6arment. 
Our Cleaning and pressing department is 
the best in the city. Try it. 
LOOMIS A. NEWTON, 
Secretary. 
--Yafc~am,ps 
Stu~lo 
PHOTOGRAPHY 
in all its branches 
CALLAN & SON, 212 Asylum Street, 
22 Ford Street, HARTFORD, CONN. 
near Pearl Street, 
'Phone 2416-3 
Terms of ·Subscription. 
THE TRINITY TABLET is a quarterly, published 
four times during the college year. 
The annual subscription is One Dollar ; single copies, 
Twenty-five cents . . 
The quarterly will be sent until ordered discontinued. 
All business communications should be sent to The 
Managing Editor. 
Contributions. 
Material for publication should be sent to the Editor. 
Address all correspondence to 
The Trinity Tablet, 
HARTFORD, CONN. 
